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help and recovery; even the unsound cattle of the fold were driven
to him; and his gift of curing sick kine by his shadow, was not.
less than -that of the renowned St. Martin of Schierbach. By
these means the concourse of the people to him grew more fre-
quent, day by day, no otherwise than if the Tripod of the Delphic
Apollo had been transferred to the Bohemian forest: and though
Krokus answered all inquiries, and cured the sick and afflicted,
without fee or reward, yet the treasure of his secret wisdom paid
him richly, and brought him in abundant profit; the people
crowded to him with gifts and presents, and almost oppressed
him with testimonies of their good-will. It was he that first
disclosed the mystery of washing gold from the sands of the Elbe;
and for his recompense he had a tenth of all the produce. By
these means "his wealth and store increased; he built strongholds
and palaces; had vast herds of cattle ; possessed fertile pastur-
ages, fields and woods; and thus found himself imperceptibly
possessed of all the Riches which the beneficently foreboding Elf
had enclosed for him in the Second Reed.

One fine summer evening, when Krokus with his train was
roturning from an excursion, having by special request been set-
tilng the disputed marches of two townships, he perceived his
srouse on the margin of the sedgy lake, where she had first ap-
peared to him. She waved him with her hand; so he dismissed
his servants, and hastened to clasp her in his arms. She received
him, as usual, with tender love; but her heart was sad and op-
pressed ; from her eyes trickled down ethereal tears, so fine and
fugitive, that as they fell they were greedily inhaled by the air,
and not allowed to reach the ground. Krokus was alarmed at
this appearance; he had never seen his wife's fair eyes otherwise
than cheerful, and sparkling with youthful gaiety. "What ails
thee, beloved of my heart?" said he; " black forebodings over-
cast my soul. Speak, say what mean those tears."

The Elf sobbed, leaned her head sorrowfully on his shoulder,
and said : " Beloved husband, in thy absence I have looked into
the Book of Destiny; a doleful chance overhangs my life-tree; I
must part from thee forever. Follow me into the Castle, till I
bless my children; for from this day you will never see me more."

"Dearest wife," said Krokus, "chase away these mournful
thoughts. What misfortune is it that can harm thy tree ? Be-
hold its sound Roughs, how they stretch forth loaded with fruit
and leaves, and how it raises its top to the clouds. While this